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In the forest deep, the koel sings; and so did she in the depth of my heart
Ay soul! My god! In the garden of the world, Spring is playing about.
:ome, come to play in the garden of my heart. My soul! My god! *

The following, an adaptation of an old garabi, is
addressed to the lover who is helping the gopl to churn the
milk. This kind of help has been invested with romance
by the classic precedent of Krshna

Lord ! Churn the butter-milk with a lighter hand. This is not the way to
:hurn it. The pot will break, lord! My coli2 will be wet, lord! And my
necklace of pearls will break. The pot wUl break; the milk will flow; and the
clothes of the fair one will be wet, lord!

Churn the buttermilk with a lighter hand.

The Jumna overflows the pot! The ropes ? Not so loose, Lord ! I've
kept the nectar in the little pot. Open it lightly. Taste it, pray my lord!

Lord ! Churn the buttermilk with a light hand.3
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